
TheTugedy 

Hajl. Whatsaclocke? 

M eftf. Vpon the (broke. of foure. 

Haft. Cannot thy Matter flcepc thcfc tedious nights? 

M ej]T. So it fhould feerae by that 1 hauc to fay : 

Firlb he commends him to your noble Lordihip. 

Haft. And’then. Utf And then he fends you word. 
He dreamt to night the bcare had rafle his helme: 
BefidcSjhe faies there are two councels held, 

And that may be determined at the one, 

Which maymakeyou and him to re we at 'the other. 
Therefore he fends to know your Lordfhips plcafure:] 
Ifprcfently you will take horfc with him, 


Andwith al! fpeede pod into the North, 

To lTiun the danger that his foule diumcs. 

Hajl. Go fellow go, returne vnto thy Lord, 

Bid him notfeare the feperated counfels: 

His honour and my felfc are at the one. 

And at the other, is my feruant Catesby: 

Where nothing can proceedethattouchcth vs. 
Whereof! (hall not hauc intelligence. 

T ell him his fcares arc fhallow, wanting inrtance. 
And for his drcames,I wonder he is fo fond, 
Totruft the mockery of vnquietflumbers. 

To flic the boare, before the boare purfacs vs. 
Were to incenfc the boare to follow vs, 

And roakepurfuite where he did meaneno chafe 
Go bid thy Matter rife and come to me. 

And we will both together to the tower. 

Where lie lhall fee the boare will vfc vs kindcly. 
Ueff. My gratious Lo: lie tell him what you fay. 


Cat. Many good morrowes to my noble Lo: (Catefi 

Ha(l. Good morrow Catesby, you are early (birring, 
What newes what newes, in this our tottering (bate? 

Cat. It is a reeling world indeedc my Los 
And 1 beleeue it will neuer (band vpright. 

Till Richard weare the garland of the Realms 
Hajl. Howe? weare the garland? doefl thou meane the 
Cat. Imv stood Lord. ( a0 Tn 
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tf Richard the third. 

Haft. He hauc this crowneofmine , cut from my lb cub 
£re ) will fee the crownc fb foule ns ifplafte : (ders 

JJut canft thou guefTc that he doth aime at it. 

Cat, Vpon my life my Lo:and hopes to find you forward 
Vpon his party for the game thereof, 

And thereupon he fends you this good newes, 

That this fame very day, your enemies. 

The kindred of the Qiiccne mutt die at Pomfret. 

Hall. Indeedc I am no mourner for that newes, 

Bccaufe they hauc beene ftill mine enemies: 

But that llegiue my voice on Richards fide, 

Tobarre royMafbers hcircs in true difeent, 

God knowesl will not doe it to the death. 

Cat. God keepe your Lord fhip in that gratious minde. 
Hajl. ButI lhall la ugh at this a tweluemonth hence. 

That they who brought me in my Matters hate, 

I liue to looke vpon their tragedy: 

I tell thee Catesby. Cat. What my Lord? 

Haft. Ere a fortnight make me elder, 

He fend feme packing, that yet thinlce not on it. 

Cat. Tis a vile thing ro die my gratious Lord, 

When men are vnprepard and looke not for it. 

Haft. O Monftrous monftrous, and fo fals it out 
With Ritters, V aughan, Gray, and fo twill doe 
With fotne men els, who thinke themfclues asfafe 
As thou» and I» who as thou knowefb aredeare 
T o Princely Richard.and to Buckingham. 

Cat. The Princes both make high account ofyou. 

For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Haft, lknovs they doc, and I hauc well deferued it* 

Enter Lord Stanley, 

What my Lo: where is your boare- fpcare man? 

' Fcareyou the boare and go fovnprouided? 

Clan, My Lo: good morrow: good morrow Catesby: 
You may ieft on: but by the holy roode. 

I doe not like thefc feuei all counccls 1, 

My Lo:Ihould roylifeas dearc as you doe yours, 

Ana neuer in my life I doc proteft » 

Was 




